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Mr. Sempack pursued his own train of thought. eThe simple
consolations needed by life in an under-civilised world, the
craving for exemplary punishments, rewards and compensations;
those Christianity could give. And a substitutional love to make
up for human unkindnesses - and failures of loyalty. . . . Not to
be despised. By no means to be despised. . . . But in the cold light
of, today these consolations fade. In the cold clear light of our
increasing knowledge. We cannot keep them even if we would.
We strain to believe and we cannot do it. We are left terribly to
the human affections in all their incompleteness - and behind
them what remains for us? Endurance. The strength of our own
souls.'
His voice sank so beautifully that for a moment or so Lady
Catherine knew what it was to be wholly in love. What a great
rock he was! What tranquil power there was in him! He divested
himself of all beliefs and was not in the least afraid. He was with-
drawing to his fastness from her. So far as he was able. He would
not be able to do it, but it was magnificent how evidently he
thought he could. Almost unconsciously she began to radiate
herself at him and continued to do so for the rest of the evening
whenever opportunity offered.
'But need it be Stoicism?' said Mr. Plantagenet-Buchan.
1 What else?'
'For my part I do not feel Christianity is dead/ young Lord
Tamar interpolated before Mr. Plantagenet-Buchan could reply.
cNot in the least dead. It changes form but it lives.'
Lady Tamar nodded in confirmation. 'It changes form/ she
admitted.
Lady Grieswold made confirmatory noises, rather like the
noises a very old judge might make in confirming a decision, and
she took some more stuffed aubergine as if that act was in some
way sacramental.
Mr. Sempack did not attend at once to these three confessions.
He stared before him at the marble wall over Miss Fenimore's
head. He had an air of explaining something carefully to himself.
'Christianity has prevailed/ he assured himself, cbut indeed
Christianity passes. Passes! - it has gone! It has littered the
beaches of life with churches, cathedrals, shrines and crucifixes,
prejudices and intolerances, like the sea-urchins and starfish and
empty shells and lumps of stinging jelly upon the sands ^here
after a tide. A tidal wave out of Egypt. And it has left a multitude